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bent heads, we would try to keep together, haunted by the
fear of dropping behind and becoming lost in the maze of
awesome passages which lay to left and right. Now and then
the person in front would allow his taper to go out and he
would turn quickly and ignite it from the taper behind, as if
hating to be without its comfort for a second in that gruesome
place.

Once, in the catacomb of St. Agnes, I was the last person
in the file. The blackness seemed to lie on my back like a
weight, and, as we went on, I could see a long line of variously
held yellow tapers ahead, their light wavering over square and
semi-circular graves in the corridor. The person in front of me
was a plump, blonde Polish girl with cheeks like a couple of
ripe apples. In spite of the fact that we could not speak the
same language, she kept turning with solemn, blue saucer-
wide eyes and making remarks in a tone of voice which in-
dicated that she was startled and appalled. Once, as we were
turning the corner of a gallery, her taper lit the interior of a
tomb in which, to her horror, she saw a considerable portion
of an early Christian lying in the soft dust. She stopped, and
her taper went out! In her agitation she jabbed it in the light
of my taper and put that out also; and the darkness came down
on us like a hood. While I fumbled with a box of matches,
I knew what a horrible experience it would be to become
lost in the catacomb of St. Agnes, and by the light of my
match I saw cheeks no longer apple-red but a very unripe
green. Until we caught up with the glimmering line of
lights, it was rather like wandering through several pages
of Edgar Allen Poe at his worst.

I thought of St. Jerome, who as a youth wandered through
these catacombs with the same feeling of awe and astonish-
ment which is visible on the faces of people fifteen
centuries later. He would spend the week studying grammar
under Donatus, or rhetoric under Victorinus, and then on
Sundays he would go down into the catacombs and prowl
about in the dark, discovering the tombs of the martyrs and
reading the old inscriptions on the clammy walls.

" When I was a boy in Rome, being instructed in liberal
studies," he wrote, " on Sundays, with others of my own age,
I used to wander about the sepulchres of the apostles and
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